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© Written by Henry Fielding, Elq; | 


Spoken by Mr. Roberts. 
| 7 E tragic Muſe has long forgot to pleaſe 
4 With Shakeſpear's Nature, or with Fletcher's 

Eaſe. V ret 
No Paſſion mov d, thro five long Acts you fit, 
Charm'd with the Poet's Language, or his Wit. 
Fine Things are faid, no matter whence they fall; 
Each fingle Character might ſpeak them all. 
But from this modern faſhionable May, 
To Night, our Author begs your Leave to ſtray. 
N e Hero rages here to Night; 
V Armies fall, to fix a Tyrant's Right: 
From lower Life we draw our Scenes Diſtreſs : 
let not your Equals move your Pity leſs! f/ 
Virtus diftreſt in humble State ſupport; 
Nor think, ſbe never lives without the Court. 
790 to our Scenes no Royal Robes belong, 
And thò our little Stage as yet be young *, | 
Throw both your Scorn and Prejudice afide, 
Let us with Favour, not Contempt be try'd; 
 Thro' the firſt Acts a hind Attention lend, 
De growing Scene ſhall force you to attend; 
Shall cateh the Eyes of every tender Fair, 
And make them charm their Lovers with a Tear, 
De Lover too by Pity ſhall impart 
His tender Paſſion to his fair One's Heart : 
The Breaſt which others Anguiſb cannot move, 
| Was neer the Seat of Friendſhip, or of Love. | 
This Tragedy was firſt acted at the Little Theatre 
in the Hay-Marker, e 
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His ſtrength, or ſplendor :. Evermore the ſame, 

From age to age his influence ſuſtains 
Dependent worlds, beſtows both life and motior 

On the dull maſs that forms their duſky orbs, 

Chears them with beat, and gilds them with } 4 

brightneſs. 
Vet man, of | jarring lem composd, 
| Who poſts from change to change, from the fi * 


Fara. Conrosrry 


ACT * SCENE . 


4 room in Wilmot s houſe. 
Oh Wilmot alone. 


H E day is far advanc's; The 3 oY 
Purſues with vigour his repeated courſe: 
No labour leſſens, nor no time decays 


hour _ 


5 Of his frail being to his diſſolution, 
Enjoys the fad prerogative above him, 


To think, and to be wretched What is life 


To him that's born to dic | —— 5 
Or, what the wiſdom, whoſe perfection ende, 
In knowing, we know nothing | 

Mere contradiction all! A tragic farce, 


Tedious tho? ſhort, elab' rate without ls 1 


5 Ridiculouſly ſad —— 


Enter Randal. 


Where haſt been, Randal? - 


Rand. Not out of Penryn, ir: but to the 955 


8 To hear what news from Falmauth ſince the ſtorn 2 
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wind laſt night. 4 
O. Wilm. It was a dreadful one. 
| Rand. Some found it ſo, A noble ſhip from India 
Ent' ring the harbour, run upon a rock, 
And there was loſt. 
O. Wilm. What came of thoſe on bond ber? 
. Rand. Some few are ſav d, but much the greater 5 
part, : 
*Tis thought, are peilt d. 
O. Wim. They are paſt the fear 
Of future tempeſts, or a wrack on fhore: 
Thoſe who eſcap'd, are ſtill expos'd to both. 
| Rand. But I've heard news much ſtranger than 
this ſhip-wrack 
Here in Cornwall. The brave Sir Walter Raleigh, 
Being arriv'd at Plymouth from Guiana, 


8 A moſt unhappy voyage, has been betray'd 


By baſe Sir Lewis Stukeley, his own kinſman, 
And ſeiz d on by an order from the court; 
And *tis reported, he muſt loſe his head, 
To ſatisfy the Spaniards. 
O. Wilm. Not unlikely: 
His martial genius does not ſuit the times. 
There's now no inſolence that Spain can 2 
Hut to the ſhame of this pacific reign, 
Poor England muſt ſubmit to. Gallant man! 
Poſterity perhaps may do thee juſtice, 
And praiſe thy courage, learning, and integrity, 
When thou'rt paſt hearing. Thy ſucceſsful ene- 
mies 
Much ſooner paid, have their reward i in hand, 
And know for what they labour'd. Such events 
Muſt, queſtionleſs, excite all thinking men, : 
| To love and practiſe virtue! 
Nand. Nay, *tis-certain. 
7 hat virtue ne er appears ſo like irfelf, : 
30 
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FATAL CURIOSITY. 7 


ö truly bright and great, as when oppreſt. 


O. Wilm. I underſtand no riddles. —Where's 
your miſtreſs ? 5 

Rand. I ſaw her paſs the High- rect t "wards the 
Minſter, | 

O. Wilm. She's gone to viſit Charlet, She doth 
well, 


In the ſoft boſom of that gentle _ 
There dwells more goodneſs, than the rigid race 
Of moral pedants cer believ'd, or taught. 

With what amazing conſtancy and truth, 
Doth ſhe ſuftain the abſence of our n, 
Whom more than life ſhe loves ! How ſhun for 


him, 


Whom we ſhall ne'er ſee more, the rich and great; 
Who own her charms more than ſupply the want 
Of ſhining heaps, and ſigh to make her happy. 


Since our misfortunes we have found no friend, 


None who regarded our diftreſs, but her; 
And ſhe, by what I have obſerved of late, 


Is tired, or exhauſted, Curſt condition !— 

To live a burden to one only friend, 

And blaſt her youth with our contagious woe | — 
Who that had reaſon, ſoul, or ſenſe would bear i it k 


A moment longer ! Then This honeſt wretch !— 


J muſt diſmiſs him—Why ſhould I detain _ 
A grateful, gen'rous youth to periſh with me ? 
His ſervice may procure him bread elſewhere, 
Tho? J have none to give him. — Prithee, Randal! 


How long haſt thou been with me? 


 Kand. Fifteen years. 


1 was a very child when firſt you took me, 
'To wait upon your fon, my dear young maſter, 


} oft have wiſh'd, I'd gone to India with him, 
Tho you, deſponding, give him o'er for loſt, 
108 Wilmot wipes his eyes. | 
41am 
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) 1am to blame: This talk revives your forrow 

[ For his abſence. 

4 O. Wilm. How can that be revived | 

* Which never died? | 

BY __ Rand. The whole of my intent 
| Was to confeſs your bounty, that ſpoiled - 

11 The loſs of both my parents: I was long 

1 0 The object of your charitable care. 5 

900. Wiln, No more of that: Thou'k ferved v me 

* longer ine 

Without reward ; ſo that account is balanced, 

Or rather I'm thy debtor, I remember, 

1. When poverty began to ſhow her face | 
Within theſe walls, and all my other ſervants, 
Like pamper'd vermin from a falling houſe, 

Retreated with the plunder they had gain'd, | 

And leſt me, too indulgent and remiſs _ 

5 For ſuch ungrateful wretches, to be cruſh'd 

|| Beneath the ruin they had help'd to make, 

. That you, more good man wiſe, one's to leave 

[| "Ps: 

1 Rand, Nay, I beſeech you, fir !— 

2 O. Film. With my diſtreſs, 

3 In perfect contradiction to the world, _ 

1 Thy love, reſpect, and diligence, increas'd, 

14 Now all the recompence within my power, 

1Iᷓãs co diſcharge thee, Randal, from cd hard, 

i Vnprofitable ſervice. 

Rand. Heaven forbid! 
Shall Il forſake you in your worſt neceſſity 5 

| Believe me, fir ! my honeft ſoul abhors E 

Ihe barb'rous thought. _ 1 

0. „Vin. What! canſt thou food on le? | 

| I have not left Where with to PRE food 

For one meal more. 


1 Rand, Father chan leave you this, 


a 


Doſt thou aſp 
Quit books and the unprofitable ſearch _ 

| Ot wiſdom there, and ſtudy human kind: 

Do ſcience will avail thee without that; 
But that obtain'd, thou need'ſt not any other. 
This will inſtruct thee to conceal thy views, 
And wear the face of probity and honour, 
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FATAL CURIOSITY. 5 
I'll beg my bread, and live on others bounty 


_ While I ſerve 50 1 


O. Vilm. Down, down my ſwelling heart, 


Or burſt in ſilence. *Tis thy cruel fate 

| Inſults thee by his kindneſs—He is innocent 
Olf all the pain it gives thee—Go thy ways: _ 

I will no more ſuppreſs thy youthful hopes 


Of riſing in the world. 
Rand. Tis true, I'm young, 


And never try'd my fortune, or my genius, 
Which may perhaps find out ſome happy means, 
As yet unthought of, to ſupply your wants. 


O. Wilm. Thou tortur'ſt me: I hate all obliga- | 


tions 


Which I can ne'er return—And who art thou, 


That I ſhou'd ſtoop to take *em from thy hand! 


Care for thyſelf, but take no thought for me; 
| I will not want thee - trouble me no more. 


| Rand, Be not offended, fir! and I will go, 


I ne'er repin'd at your commands before; 
But, heaven's my witneſs! I obey you now _ 
. With ſtrong reluctance, and a heavy heart. ; 

Farewel, my worthy maſter  {Gomg.] 


O. Wilm. Farewel— Stay— — 


As thou art yet a ſtranger to the world, | ” 
Of which alas! P've had too much experience, 


I ſhou'd, methinks, before we part, beſtow 


A little counſel on thee—Dry thy eyes: 


If thou weep'ſt thus, I ſhall proceed no farther, 
ire to greatneſs, or to wealths.— 


Tu. 


» FATAL CURIOSITY. 
_ "Till thou haft gain'd thy end: which muſt be ever : 


Thy own advantage, at that man's expence. _ 
Who ſhall be weak enough to think thee honeſt, 


Rand. You mock me, ſure! 

O. Vim. I never was more ſerious. 

Rand, Why ſhould you counſel what you ſcorn? d | 
to practiſe? 

O. Wilm. Becauſe that fooliſh ſcorn has been my 


ruin, 


I've been an idiot, but nocd have thee wifer, 5 
And treat mankind, as they would treat thee, Ran- 


dal, 


5 As they deſerve, and Pre been treated by chem: 
Thou'ſt ſeen by me, and thoſe Who now deſpiſe 


me, : 


How men of fortune fall, and beggars rife ; 

Shun my example; treaſure up my precepts ; 
The world's before thee : be a knave, and 21 5 
What art thou dumb? 


[Aﬀeer a long pauſe. 
Rand. Amazement ties my tongue, 


Where are your former principles ? 
O. Vim. No matter; 


5 Suppoſe I have rename 'em : T have 8 | 
And love thes ſill; therefore would have thee 


think, 


The world is all a ſcene of deep deceit, 
And he who deals with mankind on the ſquare, 
Is his own bubble, and undoes himſelf. [ Exit. 1 4 


Rand. Is this the man, I thought fo wiſe and juſt 


What teach and counſel me to be a villain ! 


Sure grief has made him frantic, or ſome fiend 


Aſſum'd his ſhape: I ſhall ſuſpect my ſenſes. 
High- minded he was ever, and * 


But pitiful and generous to a fault. 


Pleaſure he lov'd, but honour was his idol. 
O fatal change! O horrid transformation! 


de VEE 
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80 a majeſtic temple ſunk to ruin 
6 a the loathſome ſhelter and abode 1 Reg 
I Of lurking ſerpents, toads, and beaſts of prey; 
And ſcaly dragons hiſs, and lions roar, Ls 
3 Where wiſdom taught, and muſick charm'd before, . 


8 C E N E Ih + 
# parlour i in Charlot's houſe. 
Enter Charlot and Maria. 


Char. What terror and amazement muſt they 


feel 


pe die by ſhip-wrack ! 


Mar. Tis a dreadful thought ! 
| Char. Ay; is it it not, Maria? To ERS 


Living and conſcious, to the wat'ry Tomb !— 


Alas ! had we no forrows of our own, 


The frequent inſtances of others woe, 


Muſt give a gen'rous mind a world of pain, 

But you forget you promiſed me to ſing, 
Tho' chearfulneſs and I have long been rangers, 
Harmonious ſounds are ftill delightful to me. 
There is in melody a ſecret charm 

That flatters, while it adds to my diſquiet, 


And makes the deepeſt ſadneſs the moſt 5 | 


There's ſure no paſſion in the human ſou], 

But finds its food in muſicx. I wou'd hear 

The ſong compos'd by that unhappy maid, 
Whoſe faithful lover *ſcap'd a thouſand perils 
From rocks, and ſands, and the devouring deep; 


And after all, being arriv'd at home, 


Paſſing a narrow brook, was drowned there, 
And "Oy iſhed j in * beh. 0 


*A 
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W | SONG. 
M ar. Ceaſe, eaſe, heart- eaſing tears ; 
Adieu, you flatt'ring fears, 
Which ſeven long tedious years 
| | Taught me to bear, 
Tears are for lighter Woes 3 
Fear no ſuch danger Inows, 
Al. fate remor ſeleſs ſhows, 
| Endleſs deſpair . 
: Dear cauſe of all my pain, 
On the wide flormy main, 
Thou waſt preſerv'd in vain, 
Tho ftill ador d; 
Hadi /, thou died there unſeen, 
My blaſted eyes had been 
« Saved from the horrid” 1 ſcene 
Maid e oer deplor d. 
| [Charlot finds a letter. ] : 
Char. w hat's this? —A letter ſuperſcribed to 
A 
None could convey it here but you, Maria. 
Ungen'rous, cruel maid ! to uſe me thus ! 
To join with flatt'ring men to break my peace, 
And perſecute me to the laſt retreat ! YL 
Mar. Why ſhould it break your peace, to hea 
'-  thefighs 
Of honourable love, and know th' effects 
Of your reſiſtleſs charms ? This letter is — ._ 
Char, No matter whence: return it back uno- | 
—_; 
I have no love, no charms but for my Wilmet, 
Nor would have any. 
Mar. Strange infatuation! 
Why ſhould you waſte the flower of your days 


In fruitleſs expectation! Milmot's dead, 


Or Bring, dead to Jou. 
— | Char, 


5 Much greater ills than poverty, with patience. 


FATAL CURIOSITY. | 13 
Char. Tl not deſpair : Patience ſhall cheriſh 
hope; 


Nor wrong his honour by unjuſt ſuſpicion. | 


I know his truth, and will preſerve my own, _ 
But to prevent all future, vain, officious 1 inportunity, N 


Z Know, thou inceſſant foe of my repoſe, 
Whether he ſleeps ſecure from mortal cares, 
In the deep boſom of the boiſt'rous main, 

Or, toſt with tempeſts, {till endures its . 8 
Whether his weary pilgrimage by land 
Has found an end, and he now reſts in peace 
In earth's cold womb, or wanders o'er her face; 
= Beit my lot to waſte, in pining grief. 
I!zhe remnant of my days for his known ee, 
Or live, as now, uncertain and in doubt: 
No ſecond choice ſhall violate my vows; _ 
= High heaven, which Heard them and abhors the 


perjur'd, 


Can witneſs, they were made without reſerve: 4 


Never to be retracted, ne'er diſſolv d 
By accident or abſence, time or death. 
Mar. | know, and long have known, my honeſt 
zeal. 


Ta ſerve you gives offence—But be offended— b 
This is no time for flatt'ry 
Oblige you to ſupport his gloomy, proud, 


Did your vows 


Impatient Parents, to your utter ruin. 


You well may weep to think on what you've done. 


Char, I weep to think that I can do no more 


: F or their ſupport, What will become of 'em ! — 
Ihe hoary, helpleſs, miſerable pair! 


lar. Then all theſe tears, this ſorrow i 1s hy 
"them. 
_ Char, Taught by afitions I have learn'd 1 to 


bear 


res 


74 FATAL CURIOSITY. 
When luxury and oftentation's baniſh'd, 

The calls of nature are but few ; and thoſe | 

Theſe hands, not uſed to labour, may ſupply. 

But when I think on what my friends mult luffer, 

My ſpirits fail, and I'm o'erwhelm'd with grief. 

MAMMar. What I wou'd — you force me to ad 

r 

And mourn for you, as you lament for im, 

Your. patience, conſtancy, and TO: 7 


8 Merit a better fate. 


Char. So pride would tell me, 
And vain ſelf. love, but I believe them not: h 
And if by wanting pleaſure I have gain'd 


Numility, I'm richer for my loſs. 5 
Mar. You have the heavenly art ſtill to improve. 


Your Mind by all events—But here comes one, 


Whole pride ſeems to increaſe with her misfortunes, £ 


of Enter Agnes. 
Her faded dreſs, unfaſhionably fine, 
As ill conceals her poverty, as that 


Strain'd complaiſance her haughty, ſwelling heart. 


Tho periſhing with want, ſo far from aſking, 
She neer receives a favour uncompell'd, _ 
And while ſhe ruins, ſcorns to be oblig d: 


She wants me gone, and Labhor her * [Ex.Mar, 5 


Char, This viſit's kind. 
An. Few elſe would think it ſo: 


| Thoſe who would once have thought themſelves 


mämauch honour'd 
y the leaſt favour, tho a but a look, - 


I could have ſhewn them, now refuſe to ſoe me. | 


*Tis Miſery enough to be reduc'd 

To the low level of the common herd, 
Who born to beggary, envy all above them ; 3 
But *tis the curſe of curſes, to endure 
The inſolent contempt of thoſe we ſcorn, 
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And thus offend, and fuller 1 in our turns: 
We mult have patience. 


Their ſorrows are > Complete ? My wretched huſ- 


Tired with our woes, and hopeleſs of relief, 
Grows ſick of life, 


Would plunge into eternity at once, 
By foul ſelf- murder. His fix d love for me, 
| Whom he would fain perſuade to ſhare his fate, 
And take the ſame, uncertain, orenctus courle, - 
Alone withholds his hand. 


ö The higheſt happineſs, and 3 woe, 
With all the ſnarp and bitter aggravations 
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| Char. By ſcorning we FR them to con- 
tempt, 


Agn. No, I ſcorn them yet. . 5 
But there's no end of ſuff ring: Who c can ay 
band, 


Char, May gracious heaven ſupport him! 
Aan. And, urg'd by indignation and deſpair, _ 


_ Char. And may it ever! | N 
en. I've known with him the two extremes of 5 
nien 


45 Olf ſuch a vaſt tranſition Such a fall 


In the decline of life I have as quick, 

As exquiſite a ſenſe of pain as he, . 
And wou'd do any thing, but die, to end it; 
But there my courage fails. Death is the worſt 
That fate can bring, and cuts off ev'ry hope. 


- _ We muſt not chuſe, but ſtrive to bear our 
n | 


Without reproach, or guilt. By one raft at 
Of deſperation, we may overthrow _ 


The merit we've been raiſing all our days, 


And loſe our whole reward. And now, methinks, 
Now more than ever, we have cauſe to fear, 
And be upon our — LG hand of heaven 


N 


16 FATAL CURIOSITY. 
Spreads clouds on clouds o'er our benighted heads, : 
And, wrapt in darkneſs, doubles our diſtreſs, 
J had, the night laſt paſt, repeated twice, 

A ſtrange and awful dream : I would not yield 

To fearful ſuperſtition, nor deſpiſe 
I be admonition of a friendly power 
That wiſh'd my good. 

Agn. I've certain plagues enough, 
Without the help of dreams, to make me wretched, 
Char. I wou'd not ſtake my happpineſs or duty | 
On their uncertain credit, nor on ought. 

But reaſon, and the known decrees of heaven. 
Let dreams have ſometimes ſhewn events to come, 
And may excite to vigilance and care, 

In ſome important hour, when all our weakneſs 
Shall be attack'd, and all our ſtrength be needful, 
Lo ſhun the gulph that gapes for our deftruBtion, 
And fly from guilt and everlaſting ruin. L 
My viſion may be ſuch, and ſent to warn us, 

(Now we are tried by multiply'd afflictions) 
| To mark each motion of our ſwelling hong, 

| Leſt we attempt to extricate ourſelves, 

And ſeek deliv'rance by forbidden ways— 

To keep our hopes and innocence entire, 
ill we're diſmiſt to join the happy dead 
In that bleſs'd world, where tranfitory pain 
And frail imperfe& virtue are rewarded, 

With endleſs pleaſure and conſummate } Joys ; 

Or heaven relieves us here. 
Agu. Well, pray proceed; 
| You've rais'd my curioſity at leaſt. 5 
Char. Methought, I fat, in a dark winter's nicht! | 
My g garments thin, my head and boſom bare, 
"La the wide ſummit of a barren mountain; 
Defenceleſs and expos'd, in that high region, 

T9 0 al the cruel * oh the ſeaſon, 1 

| 10 
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= 7 The a bleak winds diere d thro my ſhiv ing ; 


frame, 
And Roms of hail, and fleet, and driving rains 
Beat with impetuous fury on my head, 
Drench'd my child limbs, and pour's a deluge 
A rhund we. . 
On one hand, ever gentle patience at, | 
On whoſe calm boſom I reclin'd my head, 
And on the other, filent contemplation. 
At length, to my unclos'd and watchful eyes, 


Ik hat long had roll'd in darkneſs, and oft rais d 


Their chearleſs orbs towards the ſtarleſs ſæy, 5 
And ſought for light in vain, the dawn * | 
pear'd; | ” 


0 And I beheld a man, an utter ſtranger, 


ut of a graceful and exalted mien, 
Who preſs'd with eager tranſport to embrace me. 1 
I ſhunn'd his arms. But at ſome words he ſpoke, 5 
Which I have now forgot, I turn'd again, 1 
But he was gone. And oh! tranſporting ſight 
Your ſou, my deareſt J/ilmet ! fill'd his place. 
Agn. If regarded dreams, I ſhould expect 
Some fair event from yours: I have heard nothing 
That ſhould alarm you yet. 
. Char, But what's to come, 
Tho' more obſcure, is terrible indeed. 
 Methought we parted ſoon, and when I ſought him, 
You and his father—Yes, you both were there— 
Strove to conceal him from me. I purſu'd _ 
| You with my cries, and call'd on "A and earth 
To judze my wrongs, and force you to reveal 
Where you had hid my love, my life, my /Pilmot /— 
Agn. Unleſs you mean t'aſfront me, ſpare the reit. 
Tix juſt as likely 1//ilmat ſhould return, | 
As we become your foes. x, 
Char. J ar be ſuch rudeneſs 3 
B 3 From 


fv FATAL CURIOSITY. J 
From Charlet's thoughts : But when I heard you _- 


Re 

|  Self-murder, it reviv'd the frightful | image 20; 
Of ſuch a dreadful ſcene | — 

Fen. You will perſiſt A, 
Char. Excuſe me: I have done. Being a dream, | 

I thought, indeed, it cou'd not give offence. 2 

Agn. Not when the matter of it is offenſive! — 


Fou cou'd not think ſo, had you thought at all. 


But I take nothing ill from thee. Adieu; 

I've tarried longer than I firſt intended, 

And my poor huſband mourns the while alone. 

| | [Exit Agnes. } 
Char. She's gone abtupdy. and Ifear diſpleas d. 

The leaſt appearance of advice or caution, 

Sets her impatient temper in a lame. 

When grief, that well might humdle, brells our 

| „„ 


And pride In aygravates our — 


The tempeſt muſt prevail *till we are loſt. 
When heaven, incens'd, proclaims unequal war 
Wich guilty earth, and ſends its ſhafts from far, 
No bolt deſcends to ſtrike, no flame to burn 

The humble ſhrubs that in low valleys mourn; 

While mountain pines, whoſe lofty heads aſpire | 

To fan the ſtorm, and wave in fields of fire, 
And ſtubborn oaks that yield not to its force, 
Are durnt, vo erthrown, or ſhiver” d i un its courſe. | 


EN E HI. 
= The town and port of N 
Toter Dung Wilmot and Euſtace in Indian habits, | 


I. Wilm. Welcome, my friend! to Penryn: 
Here we're ſafe. | 


Euft. Then Weir 're deliver'd twice; Git from the 


* 2 5 5 | 
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And then from men, who, more remorſeleſs, prey 
On ſhipwreck'd wretches, and who ſpoil and murder ” 
Whom fatal tempeſts and ann Oy Py 
In all their fury, ſpar d. i 
'Y. Vilm. It is a ſcandal, | 
( Tho? malice muſt acquit the better 405) 


5 The rude unpolifh'd people here in Cormball 
- Have long laid under, and with too much juſtice : 


Cou'd our ſuperiors find ſome happy means 
Jo mend it, they would gain immortal honour. 
For 'tis an evil grown almoſt invet'rate, 
And afks a bold and ſkilful hand to cure. 
Fuft. Your treafure's fafe, I hope. 
IV. Vilm. Tis here, thank heaven! 


: | | Being i in | jewels, when I ſaw our danger, 


I hid it in my boſom. 
Eu. J obſerved you, 
And wonder how you” could command your 
e thoughts, FE = 
; In ſuch a time of terror and boa e 
FJ. Vilm. My thoughts were then at home. Oo 
England! England! NTT 
Thou ſeat of Rene liberty, and health, 
With tranſport I behold thy verdant fields, 
Thy lofty mountains rich with ufeful ore 
Thy num rous herds, thy Rocks, and winding 5 
= ſtreams. | - 
After a long and tedious abfence, Euſtace * 
With what delight we breath our native air, 
And tread the genial ſoil that bore us firſt, 
Tis ſaid, the world is ev'ry wiſe man's country; 3 
Vet after having view'd its various nations, 
I'm weak enough ſtill to prefer my own, 


> To all I've ſeen beſide—You ſmile, my friend! 


And think, perhaps, tis inſtinct more than reaſon, 
Bp Why de it io: Inſtinet preceded reaſon a 
4 4 Va 
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Ev'n in the wiſeſt men, and may ſometimes 
Be much the better guide. But be it — 
TI muſt confeſs, that even death itſelf 
Appear'd to me with twice its native horrors, | 
When apprehended in a foreign land. . 
Death is, no doubt, in ev'ry place the ſame; 
Vet obſervation muſt convince us, moſt 
Who have it in their power, chuſe to expire 
: Where they firſt drew their breath, 
Lu. Believe me, Wilmot ! . 
Vour grave reflections were not what I ſid . 
I own their truth. That we're return'd to England | 
Affords me all the pleaſure you can feel 
Meerly on that account: Yet I muſt think 
A warmer paſſion gives you all this — 6 
Lou have not wander'd, anxious and impatient, 
: IE clime to clime, and compaſt ſea and land 
nw urchaſe wealth, only to ſpend your days 
In in ale pomp, and luxury at home: 
I know thee better : Thou art brave and wiſe, 


iN And muſt have nobler aims. 


V. Wilm. O Euftace! Euftace! = 
Thou know'ſt, for I've confeſt to thee, J love; 1 


But having never ſeen the charming maid, 


Thou canft not know the fierceneſs of my flame. 
My hopes and fears, like the tempeſtuous ſeas 
That we have paſt, now mount me to the ſkies, 
| Now hurl me down from that ſtupendous heigth, 
And drive me to the center. Did you know 
How much depends on this important hour, 

| You wou'd not be ſurpriz'd to ſee me thus. 
"The ſinking fortune of our ancient houſe, 
Which time and various accidents had waſted, 
Compell'd me young to leave my native country, 
My weeping parents, and my lovely Cbarlot, 
* ads and mutt ine ever rule * fate. 


How 


2 
I 


23 
yrs. 
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How Pve improv'd, by care and honeſt com- 
merce, 520 7 MF 


Mi little ſtock, you are in part a witneſs. 
Is now ſeven tedious years ſince I ſet forth ; 
And as th'uncertain courſe of my affairs 


Bore me from place to place, I quickly loſt 


The means of correſponding with my friends. 0 


—O | ſhou'd my Charlet ! doubtful of my truth, 
Or in deſpair ever to fee me more 
Have given herſelf to ſome more happy lover! _ 


Diſtraction's in the thought Or ſhou'd my pa- 


OE.” 5 5 
Griev'd for my abſence, and oppreſt with want, 
Have ſunk beneath their burden and expir'd, 


While J too late was flying to relieve them; 


The end of all my long and weary travels 
The hope that made ſucceſs itſelf a bleſſing, 


Being defeated and for ever loſt; 
What were the riches of the world to me? 


_ Eufſt. The wretch who fears all that is poſſible, _ 
Muſt ſuffer more than he, who feels the worſt 
A man can feel, yet lives exempt from fear. 
A woman may be falſe, and friends are mortal; 
And yet your aged parents may be living, 
And your fair miftreſs conſtant, 
V. Vilm. True, they may; 
I doubt, but I deſpair not. No, my friend! 
My hopes are ſtrong and lively as my fears, 
And give me ſuch a proſpect of my happineſs, - 
As nothing but fruition can exceed! 
They tell me, Charlot is as true as fair, 
As good as wiſe, as paſſionate as chaſt ; 


That ſhe with fierce impatience, like my own, 


Laments our long and painful ſeparation ; 
That we ſhall meet never to part again; 
That I ſhall ſee my parents, Kiſs the tears 


From 
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F 9m, their pale hollow cheeks, chear their kd 
earts, 

And drive that aping phantom, meagre want, 
For ever from their board; their days to come 

_ Crown all with peace, with pleaſure, and abundance; 

Receive their fond embraces and * . 
And be a bleffing to em. | 

 £#uft.” Tis our weakneſs : 

Blind to events we reaſon in the dark, 

And fondly apprehend what none &er found, 

Or ever ſhall, pleaſure and pain unmixt; 
And flatter and torment ourſelves. by . | 

With what ſhall never be, | 

F. Wiln. Vil go this inftant _ 

To ſeek my Charlot, and explore 7 fate. g 
 £uft. What in that foreign habit 

V. Vim. That's a trifle, 

Not worth my thoughts. 

Euſi. The hardſhips you've . 

And your long ſtay beneath the burning zone, 

Where one eternal ſultry ſummer reigns, 


_ Have marr'd the native hue of your ER 2 
Methinks you look more like a ſun · burnt aer, 2 


Than a Briten. 

Y. Vilm. Well, tis no matter, Euftace pF 
I hope my mind's not alter'd for the worſe, _ 
And for my outſide But inform me, friend! 
When I may hope to ſee you. | 
__ Euft, When you pleaſe: 

You'll find me at the inn. 


V. Vilm. When J have learn d my doom, expeRt 


me there, | 
'Till then, farewel ! 
Ext. Farewel ! Succeſs attend (be (Ex. Euſt, 


Y. Min. We flatter, and torment ourlelyes, 


by turns, at, 
Vith 


by is 
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ich what ſhall never be. Amazing folly ! | 
Too many unavoidable calamities | 
A e ſtand expos'd, and therefore fondly labour 
„ *Tiincreafe their number, and inforce their weight, 
2 5 By our fantaſtic hopes and groundleſs fears, 


For one ſevere difreſs impos'd by fate, 

What numbers doth tormenting fear create? 
| Deceiv'd by hope, Ixion like, we prove 
Immortal joys, and ſeem to rival Jove; 

The cloud diſſolv'd, impatient we complain, 
And pay for faney d bliſs, fubſtantial pain. 


ACT 236: SCENE I» 
_ Charlot's houſe. 


Euer Charlot thoughtful; ; and con afier Maia 
Vrom the other ide. 5 


Ken. Madan; a firanger i in a a foreign habit | 
Deſires to ſee you. 
Char, In a foreign habit! 
Tas e and unexpected. But admit him. 
-- . TEx2 Maris, } - 
Who can this 5 ſtranger be! I know no foreigner - 
| Enter Young Wilmot. - 
© Nor any man like this. 
k Wilm. Ten thouſand joys! 
[Going to embrace ber. 3 
Oli Was are rude, fir: Pray forbear, and let 
me know | 
What bufineſs brought you here, or leave the place. 
V. Vim. She knows me not, or will not ſeem to 
know me. Ale. ] 
Perfidious maid! Am ! forgot, or ſcorn'd ? 
Char, Strange queſtions from a man 1 never 


knew 


„ „ 
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Y. Wilm. With what averſion and e — Ll. 


views me! 


My fears are true; ſome ther hn her pared "ERAS 4 


She s loſt : My fatal abſence has undone me. 


| 0 cou'd thy Iilmat have forgot thee, Charlot ! 
Char. Ha! 


import? 


O gentle ſtranger! eaſe my alli heart, = 
hat elſe will burſt ! Canſt thou inform me ought, 


What doſt thou know of Wilmot? 
Y. Wilm, This I know ; 


| When all the winds of heaven ſeem'd to conſpire - 


Againſt the ſtormy main, and dreadful peals 
Ot rattling thunder deafen'd ev'ry ear, 


And drown'd th'affrighten'd mariners loud cries; 


When livid lightning ſpread its ſulphurous flames 


Thro' all the dark horizon, and diſclos'd 


The raging ſeas incens'd to his deſtruction 3 _ 


When the good ſhip in which he was embark'd, F 


Unable longer to ſupport the tempeſt, | 

| Broke, and o'erwhelm'd by the i impetuous furge, EE 
Sunk to the oozy bottom of the dees, 

And left him ſtruggling with the warring waves; 

In that dread moment, in the j Jaws of death, 


When his ftrength fail d, and ev'ry hope forlook 


him, 


And his laſt breath preſs'd Ry his trembling . { 


[Afide.] KF 


Wilmot : 4 * what do your words 7 


The neighbouring rocks, that eccho'd to his moan, 


 Return'd no ſound articulate but CHarlot. 


Char. The fatal tempeſt, whoſe deſcription ſtrikes 


The hearer with aſtoniſhment, is ceas d; 
And Wilmat is at reſt, The fiercer florm . TY 
Of ſwelling paſſions that o'erwhelms the ſoul, 
And rapes worle than the mad foaming ſeas _ 
In which he perifh'd, ne'er ſhall vex him more. 


| PV, Vm. 
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V. Vim. Thou ſeemꝰſt to think he's dead: enjoy | 
that thought; 
Perſuade yourſelf that what you wiſh is true, 
And triumph in your falſhood. Yes, he's dead, 
You were his fate. The cruel winds and waves, 
That caſt him pale and breathleſs on the ſhore, _ 
Spared him for greater woes—to know, his Charlot, 


Porgetting all her vows to him and heaven, 
Had caſt him from her thoughts Then, then he died; 
But never can have reſt. Ev'n now he wanders, 


A ſad, repining, diſcontented ghoſt, 


The n ſhadow of himſelf, 


And pours his plaintive groans in thy deaf cars, 


Andi ſtalks, unſeen, before thee, 


Char. Tis enough: 


Deteſted falſhood now has done its yn 
* And art thou dead ? And wou'd' lt thou die, my 


EV ilmot !- 


. 1 one thou thought un} juſt? Thou foul of truth! 
What muſt be done? Which way ſhall , 
Unutterable woe? Or how convince © 
Thy dear departed ſpirit of the love, 
Ibeeternal love, and never-failing faith 
Oft thy much injur'd, loſt, deſpairing Charlot ? 


Y. Wilm. Be ſtall, my flute ring heart; baren not 


too ſoon: 


Perhaps I dream, and this is all magen 


Char. If, as ſome teach, the mind intuitive, 
Free from the narrow bounds and laviſh ties 
Of ſordid earth, that circumſcribe its power 


While it remains below, roving at large 


Can trace us to our moſt concealed retreat, 
See all we act, and read our very 3 3 


Ws thee, O 72 mot] kneeling I appeal. 1 - 
If e'er I ſwery'd in action, word, or — 


Fr rom the ſevereſt conſtancy and ruth, is 


Or 
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Or ever wiſh'd to taſte a joy on earth 
That center'd not in thee, ſince laſt we parted ; 
May we ne'er meet again, but thy loud wrongs 
So cloſe the ear of mercy to my cries, 
That I may never fee thoſe bright abodes 
| Where truth and virtue only have adimithon, 
And thou inhabit'ſt now. 
F. Wiln. Aſſſiſt me, bearen! 
Preſerve my reaſon, memory, and ſenſe 
O moderate my fierce — joys, 
Or their exceſs will drive me to diſtraction. 
O Charla! Charlot ! lovely, virtuous maid | 
Can thy firm mind, in ſpite of time and abſence, 
Remain unſhaken, and ſupport its truth; 
And yet thy frailer memory retain | 
No image, no idea of thy lover? 
Why doſt thou gaze ſo wildly ? Lots on me; 
Turn thy dear eyes this way; obſerve me well. 
Have ſcorching climates, time, and this ſtrange habit 
So chang d and ſo diſguiſed thy faithful Milmot, | 
That nothing in my voice, my face, or mien, 
Remains to tell my Charlot I am he ? 
[After viewing him ſome time, The approaches weep 
ing, and gives him her hand; and then nt | 
_ towards him, ſinks upon his boſom.) 
Why doſt thou weep * Why dot thou tremble 
thus? 
Why doth thy panting heart and cautious touch 
* thee but balf convine'd? Whence are thy 
fears? 
art thou ſient? Canſt thou doubt me ftil! ? 
"= No, Wilmot . / no; I'm blind with too much 8 
light: 
O'ercome with wonder, and oppreſt with] joy, 
The ſtruggling paſſions barr'd the doors of 1 par 
But ſpeech ayes affords me no relief. 


This 
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15 his vaſt profuſion of extreme delight, 


Riſing at once, and burſting from deſpair, 
Defies the aid of words, and mocks deſcription, 


9 But for one ſorrow, one ſad ſcene of anguiſh, 


That checks the ſwelling torrent of my joys, 


I could not bear the tranſport. 


3 When you ſhall hear your parents 


V. Vilm. Let me know it: 
Give me my portion of thy ſorrow, Char/o! ! 
Let me partake thy grief, or bear it for the. 
Cbar. Alas! my Il ilmat ! theſe fad tears are thine, 
They flow for thy misfortunes, - I am pierced | 
With all the agonies of ſtrong compaſſion, 
With all the bitter anguiſh you muſt feel, 

I. Vin. Are no more... 

Char. You apprehend me wrong. 

FV. Viln. Perhaps I do, 


Perhaps you mean to ſay, the greedy grave 
Was fatisfy'd with one, and one is left 
To bleſs my longing eyes. But which, my Char- 
F 8 . 
And yet forbear to ſpeak, till I have thought — 
_ Char. Nay, hear me, Wilmt , 5 
F. FWiln. perſorce muſt hear thee. 
For I might think *till death, and not determine, 
Of two ſo dear which I could bear to loſe. 
Gan Afflict yourſelf no more with groundleſs 
ears : | 
Tour parents both are living, Their diſtreſs, | 
The poverty to which they are reduced, 


In ſpight of my weak aid, was what I mourned : 


And that, in helpleſs age, to them whoſe youth 

Was crown'd with full proſperity, I fear, 

Is worſe, much worſe, than death. 

I. Vilm. My joy's complete! 

My parents living, and poſſeſs'd of thee !— 5 
ee e e 7 From 
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From this bleſt hour, the happieſt of my life, 
I'Il date my reſt. My anxious hopes and fears, 
My weary travels, and my dangers paſt, 
Are now rewarded all: Now l rejoice 
In my ſucceſs, and count my riches gain. 
For know, my fouls beſt treaſure ! I have wealth 
F.nouzh to glut ev'n avarice itſelf : 
No more ſhall cruel want, or proud contempt, 
Oppreſs the finking ſpirits, or inſult 
The hoary heads of thoſe who gave me being. 
Char,” Tis now, O riches, I conceive your worth: 
You are not baſe, nor can you be ſuperfluous, 
But when miſplac'd in baſe and ſordid hands, 
Fly, fly, my //mot ! leave thy happy Charlot / 
Thy filial piety, the ſighs and tears 
Of thy lamenting parents call thee hence, 
I. Wilm. 1 have a iriend, the partner of my 
voyage, 
Who, in the ſtorm laſt night, was is ſhipwrack'd with 
me... 
Char. Shipwrack'd laſt night O you immor- 
tal powers 
What have you ſuffer'd ! How was you preſerv'd! 
Y. Wilm. Let that, and all my other ſtrange 
eſcapes 
And perilous adventures, be the theme 
Of many a happy winter night to come. 
My preſent purpoſe was t'intreat my angel, 
To know this friend, this other better Milmot, 
And come with him this evening to my father” + 
I'll fend him to thee, 42 
Char. ] conſent with pleaſure. | 
Y. Wilm. Heavens! what a night! How ſhall 1 | 
bear my joy! _ 
My parents, yours, my friend's, all will be mine, 
And min, like water, ait or thefree ſptendid 35 
| | C 
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The undivided portion of you all. . 


2 Tf ſuch the early hopes, the vernal bloom, 
> The diſtant proſpect of my future bliſs, : 
Then what the ruddy autumn! What the fruit, 


4 The full poſſeſſion of thy heavenly charms ! 


The tedious, dark, and ſtormy winter o'er, 
The hind that all its pinching hardſhips bore, 


Y With tranſport ſees the weeks appointed bring 
Tue chearful, promis'd, gay, delightful ſpring : 


The painted meadows, the harmonious woods, 
The gentle Zephyrs, and unbridled floods, 
With all their charms, his raviſh'd thoughts em- 
„CCF 
But the rich harveſt muſt complete his joy. 


SCENE II. 

A ſireet in Penryn. 
Rand. Poor] poor! and friendleſs ! whither ſhall 
I wander, . 5 
And to what point direct my views and hopes? — 


A menial ſervant No — What ſhall I live, 


HAere in this land of freedom live diſtinguiſh'd, | 

And 8 0 the willing ſlave of ſome proud ſub- 
ject— | | | | 8 

To ſwell his uſeleſs train for broken fragments, 

The cold remains of his ſuperfluous board :— 

I wou'd aſpire to ſomething more and better, 

Turn thy eyes then to the prolific ocean, 

W hoſe ſpacious boſom opens to thy view : 

Their deathleſs honour, and unenvied wealth 

Have often crown'd the brave adventurer's toils. - 

This is the native unconteſted right, 

The fair inheritance of ev'ry Briton 

J That 


* — = aa — E a — * 
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That dares put in his claim My choice is made: 


A long fare wel to Cornwall, and to England. | 
If I return—But ſtay, what ſtranger's this, 


Who, as he views me, ſeems to mend his pace! 4 
Enter young Wilmot, 
* Wilm. Randal lde Fear Companion df 1 855 
Youth |-— 


Sure laviſh a means to give me all 


could defire, or aſk for this bleſt day, 
And leave me nothing to expect hereafter. 
Rand. Your pardon, fir! I know but one on 
earth 


Cou'd properly alute me by the title 
You're pleas'd to give me, and I would not think 


That you are he That you are i Imot.- — / 
V. Wilm. Why? | 
Rand.Becaufe I cou'd not bear the d appointment 


Shou'd I be deceiv'd. 


Y. Hilm. I am pleas'd to hea: TE. 
Thy friendly fears better expreſs thy thoughts 
Than words could do. 
Rand. OI WWilmat ! O my maſter ! 
Are you return'd ? 
V. Wilm. I have not et embrac d ; 
My parents—I ſhall lee yo at my father's. 
Rang. No, I'm diſcharg'd from thence O fir | 
ſuch ruin 
Y. Wilm. I've heard it all, and haſten to relieve 


em: 


Sure heaven hath bleſo d me to that very end : 
I've wealth enough; nor {halt thou want a part. 


Rand. I have a part already—l am bleſt 
In your ſucceſs, and ſhare in all your joys. 
Y. [/ilm. I doubt it not. But tell me, doſt thou 
think, DES 

Wy parents not ſuſpecting my return, 


That 
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That I may viſit them, and not be known ? 
Fand. Tis hard for me to judge. You are already 


1 Grown ſo familiar to me, that I wonder 
I I knew you not at firſt: Vet it may be; 


5 For you're much alter'd, and they think you dead. 
FP. Wilm. This is certain; Charlot beheld me long, 


And heard my loud reproaches, and complaints, 
Without rememb'ring fhe had ever ſeen me. 
My mind at eaſe grows wanton: I wou'd fain 
Refine on happineſs. Why may I not 
In dulge my curioſity, and try 
If it be poſlible by ſeeing fir 
Mly parents as a ſtranger, to improve 
Their pleaſure by ſurprize ? 


= Rod. be may mdeed one nh 
+ Inhance your own, to fee from what deſpair 


© Your timely coming, and unhop'd ſucceſs 
Have given you power to raiſe them. 


V. Wiln. I remember, 585 | 
E'er ſince we learn'd together, you excelled 


1 writing fairly, and could imitate _ 
Whatever hand you ſaw with great exactneſs. 
Df this Pm not fo abſolute a maſter. | 


I therefore beg you'll write, in Charlot's name 


And character, a letter to my father; 


And recommend me, as a friend of hers, 


To his acquaintance, 


Rand. Sir, if you deſire it 

And yet— „ 
F. Vilm. Nay, no objections— T will fave time, 
Moſt precious with me now. For the deception, 
If doing what my Charlot will approve, _ 


Qauſe done for me and with a good intent, 


Deſerves the name, T1] anſwer it myſelf, 

If this ſucceeds, I purpoſe to defer _ 

Diſcov*cing who I am 'till Charlot comes, 
5 And 


- 
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And thou, and all who love me. Ex ry friend 


Who witneſſes my happineſs to night, 


Will, by partaking, multiply my joys. 
= Rand. You grow luxurious i * mental plea 


ſures: 


| Cou'd1 deny you aught, I would not write 
This letter. To ſay true, Jever thought 


Your boundleſs curioſity a weakneſs. 
V. Milm. What canſt thou blame i in chis! £ 
| Rand. Your pardon, Sir! 


4 only ſpeak in general: I'm ready 
8 Tobey your orders. 


V. Vim. I am much thy debtor, 85 


But I ſhall find a time to quit thy kindneſs. 
O Randal! but imagine to thyſelf _ 
The floods of tranſport, the ſincere delight 
That all my friends will feel, when I diſcloſe 
Jo my aſtoniſh'd parents my return, : 
And then confeſs, that I have well contriv Cs 
By giving others j Joy t 'exalt LO} own. 


As pain and 3 in a gen 'rous mind, 
While kept conceal'd and to ourſelves confin' d, 
Want half their force; ſo pleaſure when it flows 
Int torrents round us, More extatic * . 


8 C ENE III. 
4 room in old Wilmot's houſe. | 


Old Wilmot and Agnes. 
©. nun. Here, take this Seneca : this N 
pedant, 


Who governing the maſter of mankind; 


And awing power imperial, prates of—patience z 3 


Aud praiſes poverty poſſeſs'd of millions: 
— dell him, and DoF. us bread. The ſcantieſt meal 


The 
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7 The vileſt copy of his book e'er purchas'd, 


Win give us more relief in this diſtreſs, 


Than all his boaſted precepts.—-Nay, no tears; 
Keep them to move compaſſion when you beg. 


Aen. My heart may break, but never ſtoop to that. 

O. Wilm. Nor wou d I live to ſee it—But di- 
— patch, © BAT Agnes, : 
Where muſt I charge this length of miſery, : 


That gathers force each moment as it rol * | 
And muſt at laſt o'erwhelm me, but on hope: 
Voain, flattering, deluſive, groundleſs hope, 


A ſenſcleſs expectation of relief 


D 


That has for years deceiv'd me: Had I thought 5 


Ass Ido now, as wiſe men ever think, 
When firſt this hell of poverty o 'ertook me, 

That power to die implies a right to do it, 
And ſhou'd be us'd when life becomes a pain, 


1s ſtill a flave to prejudice and fear 


What plagues had I prevented? — Tr e wiſe 


| I Would not leave my better part, the dear [reps ; 
Faithful companion of my happier days, | 


To bear the weight of age and want alone, 


A' try once more —— 


Enter Agnes, and after her young Wilmot. 
0. Milm. Return'd, my life! fo ſoon— 


Asgn. The unexpected coming of this is ranger 
Prevents my g oing Tos 


TL. Vin. You're, I prelume, ; 
The dend to whom this is directed. [Gives a 4 


What wild neglect, the token of deſpair, letter. | 
What indigence, what miſery appears 

Ihn each diſorder'd or disfurniſh'd room 
Ok this once gorgeous houſe? What diſcontent, 


= What anguiſh and confuſion fill the faces 
Ok its dejeted owners? 


O. Wilm. 2 rue the ktter, 1 | 


Ro 


— 817, 


| 

| 

| 

J 

* 
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As this poor houſe affords, you may % 
Our ever friendly neighbour Once we hop'd 
I'have call'd fair Charlot by a dearer name — 
But we have done with hope I pray excuſe 
This incoherence — We had once a ſon. [IVeeps. 


| By heaven and earth neglected. or deſpis'd [rm 


- Sir, ſuch welcome 


"2 RT A 
2 55 * I 
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Agn. That you are come from that Gear virtuous 
r ä 

Revives in us the mem' 'ry of a loſs, _ 

Which tho' long ſince, we have not learn'd to bear, 
V. Wilm. The joy to ſee them, and the bitter Kn = 


| It is to ſee them thus, touches my ſoul 

With tenderneſs and grief, that will o'erflow. 
My boſom. heaves and ſwells, as it would burſt; 
My bowels move, and my heart melts within me.” 
hey know me not, and yet I ſhall, I fear, 
Defeat my purpoſe, and betray myſelf, Aſide. 


O. Z7ilm. The lady Calls you here her valu'd. 


friend; 


Enough, tho nothing more ſhou'd be imply'd, 
To recommend you to our beſt —_— —_ 
A worthleſs acquiſition ! May ſhe find 

Some means that better may expreſs her kindneſs, 
But ſhe, perhaps, hath purpos'd to inrich 
Jou with herſelf, and end her fruitleſs ſorrow 


For one whom death alone can juſtify _ 


For leaving her ſo long. If it be ſo, 
May you repair his loſs, and be to Charlot 
A ſecond, happier Milmot ! Partial nature, 
Who only favours youth; as feeble age 
Were not her offspring or below her care; 
Has ſeal'd our doom: No ſecond hope ſhall bring . 
From my dead loins and Agnes ſteril womb, 
To dry our tears, and diſſipate deſpair. 


Agn. The laſt and moſt abandon'd of our kind, 


The 


. 


RE 
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he loathſome grave, that robb'd us of our ſon 


And all our joys in him, muſt be our refuge. 


. JV. Let ghoſts unpardon'd, or devoted fiends, 
Fear without hope, and wail in ſuch fad ſtrainss 


© But grace defend the living from deſpair. ED 
The darkeſt hours precede the rifing ſun, | 
And mercy may appear, when leaſt expected. 


And have, believing, been as oft deceiv'd, _ 
VV. Vim. Behold in me an inſtance of its truth, 
At Sea twice ſhipwrack'd,. and as oft the prey _ 
Ot lawleſs pirates; by the Arabs thrice 
 Surpriz'd, and robb'd on ſhore; and once reduc'd 


O. uin. This I have heard a thouſand times 
=_— T_T. of. 


To worſe than theſe, the ſum of all diſtrefs _ 
That the moſt wretched feel on this fide hell, 
 *E'v'n ſlavery itſelf; Yet here I ſtand, _ | 
Except one trouble that will quickly end, 
The happieſt of mankind, OT ae ET 
0. Wilm. A rare example 
Of fortune's caprice; apter to ſurpriæe 
Or entertain, than comfort or inſtruct, 
If you wou'd reaſon from events, bejuit, _ 
And count, when you eſcap'd, how many periſh'd; 
And draw your inf'rence thence. _ 
Agn. Alas! who knows, ex 
But we were render'd childleſs by ſome ſtorm, 


In which you, tho! preſerv'd, might bear a parts 


5 8 5 of. 


_ Y.//7ln, How has my curioſity betray'd me 
Into ſuperfluous pain ! I faint with fondneſs ; = 
And ſhall, if I ſtay longer, ruſh upon em, 
Pͤroclaim myſelf their ſon, kiſs and embrace em 
Till, with the exceſs of pleaſure and ſurprize, 
I heir ſouls tranſported, their frail manſions quit, 

And leave em breathleſs in my longing arms. 
By circumſtances then and flow degrees, 


3 FOE 
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They muſt be let into a happineſs | 
5 Too great for them to bear at once, and live: 
That Charlot will perform. I need not feign 
To aſk an hour for reſt. ¶ Hſide.) Sir, I intreat 
The favour to retire, where for a while 
1 may repoſe myſelf. You will excuſe _ 
This freedom, and the trouble that I give you: 
*Tis long ſince I have ſlept, and nature calls. 
O. Wilm. I. pray no more: Believe we're onl 1 


troubled, 


That ou ſhou'd dit any 2 were - needful, / 
Y. Vilm. The weignt of this to mei is ſome 1 incum- : 


brance, 


[7 akes a caſket out of bi boſom and gives it to bis mo- 


ther.] 


And its contents of 1 1AN If ou pleaſe 
To take the charge of it till 1 RY 
1 ſhall not reſt the worſe, If I ſhou'd deep 
Till J am aſk'd for, as perhaps I may, 

I beg that you wou'd wake me. 


awake, 


Agn. Doubt it not: 


Diſtracted as I am with various s woes, : — 
# ſhall remember that. 3 [Exit. i 


Y. Vilm. Mercileſs grief! ' 


What ravage has it made! how has it chang'd 
Her lovely form and mind! I feel her anguiſh, 

And dread I know not what from her deſpair. 

My father too O grant 'em patience, heaven! 

Alittle longer, a few [ſhort hours more, 

| And all their Cares, and NE: ſhall end for ever. 


How near is miſery and joy ad 
Nor eye, nor thought can their extremes divide: 


To fate deſcending to reverſe our woe, 
Or blaſt Our Papen and al our joys o'erthrow. 


A moment's ſpace is long, and light'ning gt = 


[Exeunt, 1 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


[e Scene continues] | 
ol nter Agnes alone, with the caſket in her hand. 


HO ſhou'd this ſtranger be?—And then 
this caket - 

He ſays it is of value, and yet truſts it, 

As if a trifle, to a ſtranger's hand— 

His confidence amazes me Perhaps 

It is not what he ſays I'm ſtrongly tempted 

To open it, and ſee No, let it reſt, 

Why ſhould my curioſity excite me, 

To ſearch and pry into th'affairs of others 

Who have t''imploy my thoughts, ſo many care: 


And ſorrows of my own ?—With how much caſe 


The ſpring gives way | {—Surpriging | moſt prodi- | 
ious 1 . 1 
My eyes are dazzled, and my raviſh'd PAN 


Le aps at the glorious ſight. How bright's the luſtre, 8 
How immenſe the worth of theſe fair jewels !— 


Ay, ſuch a treaſure wou'd expel for ever 


Hhaſe poverty, and all its abject train; 
5 The mean devices we're reduc'd to uſe 


To keep out famine, and preſerve our lives 


I From day to day; the cold neglect of friends 13 


Of an inſulting world 


The galling ſcorn, or more provoking pity 
Poſleſs'd of theſe, 
Plenty, content, and power might take their turn, 


And lofty pride bare its aſpiring head 


At our approach, and once more bend before us. 
A pleaſing dream — Tis paſt; and now I wake. 


. For ſure it was a happineſs to think, 


f The bright temptation, and I ſee it yet— 
D 


Tho' but a moment, ſuch a treatire mine. 


Nay, it was more than thought —I ſaw and touched 


. 


i 
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Tis here—'tis mine l have it in poſſeſſion 


— Muſt I reſign it? Muſt I give it back? 
Am I in love with miſery and want? — 


To rob myſelf, and court ſo vaſt a loſs ?— 


— Retain it then—But how ?—There is a way— 


Why ſinks my heart? Why does my blood run cold? 
Why aml thrill'd with horror ?—"Tis not choice, 
But dire neceſlity ſuggeſts the thought, 


Enter old Wilmot. 7 
O. min. The mind contented, with how little N 
pains 


The wand'ring ſenſes yield to ſoft repoſe, : 


And die to gain new life !—He's fallen aſleep 


Already Happy man! What doſt thou think, 


My Agnes, of our unexpected gueſt ? 


He ſeems to me a youth of great it humanity: 


Juſt ere he clos'd his eyes, that ſwam in tears, 


| He wrung my hand, and preſs'd it to his lips; 


And with a look, that pierc'd me to the ſoul, | 
Begg d me to comfort thee : 9 thou hear 
me? 5 


What art thou gazing on . tis not well 
I his caſket was deliver'd to you clos'd : 2 
Why have you open'd it? Shou'd this be known, 

_ How mean muſt we appear ? 5 


Asn. And who ſhall know it? | 
OC. Wilm. "There is a kind of pride, 4 decent 
dignity | 


Due to ourielves ; which, foite of our 8 
May be maintain'd, and cheriſh d to the laſt, 
To live without reproach, and without leave 


To quit the world, ſhews ſovereign contempt, 
And noble ſcorn of its relentleſs malice. 
Agn.-—dShews ſovereign madneſs, and a ſcorn of 
ſenſe. 
Purſue no farther this deteſted theme : Os 
I will 


x 
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5 11 wil not die, I will not leave the world 
Por all that you can urge, until compell'd. 


O. IWilm. To chace a ſhadow when the ſetting 
ſun 


. Is darting his laſt rays, were juſt a as wiſe 


As your anxiety for flecting life, 


Now the lat means for its ſupport are failing: 
Were famine not as mortal as the ſword, 


T This warmth might beexcuſed—But take thy choice: 


I 50 Die how you will, you ſhall not die alone. 


Agn. Nor live, I hope, 

6 Milm. There is no fear of his 

Aepn. Then, we'll live both. _ 

0 im. Strange folly | Where ther means ! 1 

Agn. There thoſe jewels—— 

O. Hilm. Ha! ——— Take heed — 5 . 
Perhaps thou doſt but try me—yet take heed— 
There's nought ſo monſtrous but the mind of mam 
In ſome conditions may be brought t'approve : 
Theft, ſacrilege, treaſon, and parricide, 
When flatt'ring opportunity entic'd, 
And deſperation drove, have been committed 
By thoſe who once wou'd ſtart to hear them nam'd. 
Fon. And add to theſe deteſted ſuicide, 
Which, by a crime much leſs, we may avoid. 

O.. — Th: inhoſpitable murder of our gueſt — 


How cou'd'ſt thou form a thought ſo very tempting, | 


So advantageous, ſo ſecure, and eaſy ; 

And yet fo crue), and fo full of hoifor | | 
Agn. Tis leſs impiety, leſs againſt nature, 
To take another's life, than end our own, 
O. Vim. It is no matter whether this or that 


Be, in itſelf, the leſs or greater crime: 
Howe'er we may deceive ourſelves or others, | 


We act from inclination, not by rule, 
Or none could act amiſs: and chat all 8 
9 2 ee 


Wh: fe waſteful riots ruin'd our eſtate, 
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None but the conſcious hypocrite denies. 
—0 ! what is man, his excellence and ſtrength, | 
When in an hour of trial and deſertion, 
caicn, his nobleſt power, may be ſuborn'd 

Jo plead the cauſe of vile aſſaſſination! 


gan. You're too ſevere: Reaſon _y juſtly plead 4 
For her own preſervation. 


O. Aim. Reſt contented : 
\Whate'er reſiſtance I may ſeem to make, 
Jam betray'd within: My will's ſeduc'd, 
and my whole ſoul infected. The defire 
{ f life returns, and brings with it a train 
Or appetites that rage to be ſupply'd. 


_ WWhocver ſtands to parley with temptations 


Does it to be o'ercome. 

Aon, Then nought remains, 
But the ſwift execution of a Fer | 
bat is not to be thought on, or delay'd— 5 


we muſt diſpatch him lecping : Shou'd he wake, 


ere madneſs to attempt it. 
O. Jim. True, his ſtrength 
>ingle is more, much more, than ours united ; 
do may his life, perhaps, as far exceed 


- Ours in duration, ſhou'd he 'ſeape this ſnare. 


Gen'rous, unhappy man! O] what cou'd move thee 


To put thy life and fortune in the hands 
Of wretches mad with anguiſh! _ 


Han. By what means !— 
By fial-b! ng, ſuffocation, or by aging 


| & ve effect his death? 


O. iim. Why, what a fiend |——— 


How cruel, how remorſeleſs and impatient 


Have pride, and poverty made thee ? 
Agn. Barbarous man ! 
And drove e our lon, ere the firſt down had ſpread 
His 


eee eee eee 


ad 


O. I/i/m. Dry thy tears: 


ls ought not to reproach thee, Lene 

That thou haſt ſuffer'd much: So have we both. 

Hut chide no more: Im wrought up to thy purpoſe, 
I he poor, ill-fated, unſuſpecting victim, | 

_ = Ere he reclin'd him on the fatal couch, 

Prom which he's ne'er to riſe, took off the ſaſh, 
And coſtly dagger that thou ſaw'ſt him wear, 
And thus, unthinking, furniſh'd us with arms 
Againſt himſelf, Which ſhall I uſe? 


Aan. The ſaſh: 


If you make uſe of chat, I can aſſiſt. 


O. Vilm. No, 


Tiis a dreadful office, and III ſpare 
Thy trembling hands the guilt, Steal to the door, 
And bring me word, if he be ſtill aſleep. [Ex. Ag. 
Or Pmdeceiv'd, or he pronounc'd himſelf 
Il he happieſt of mankind. Deluded wretch! 
I Thy thoughtsare periſhing, thy youthful Joys, 
 Touch'd by the icy hand of grifly death, 
Are with'ring in their ploom—— But . 


extinguiſh'd, 


- | He'll never know the loſs, nor feel the bitter 
of Pang; of dilappointment-— Then. 1 was wrong. 
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4 . roſy checks, ſpite of my ſad preſages, 

Farneſt intreaties, agonies, and tears, 

Io ſeek his bread'mongſt ſtrangers, and to periſh 

In ſome remote, inhoſpitable land— 

The lovelieſt youth, in perſon and in mind, 
That ever crown'd a groaning mother's pains ! 
Where was thy pity, where thy patience then ? 
Thou cruel huſband ! thou unnat'ral father! 
Thou moſt remorſeleſs, moſt ungrateful man, 
Lo waſte my fortune, rob me of my ſon ; 

_—— To drive me to deſpair, and then reproach me 
Por being what thou'ſt made me, 


PPP 


The of i my ſclf. 
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In counting him a wretch : To die well pleas'd 
Is all the happieſt of mankind can hope for, 

Jo be a wretch is to ſurvive the loſs 
Of every joy, and even hope itſelf, _ 
As I have done Why do I mourn him then? 
For, by. the anguiſh of my tortur'd ſoul, 


| He's to be envy'd, if compar'd with me. 


Enter Agnes with young Wilmot sS dagger, 
Agn. The ſtranger 15 
Sleeps at preſent ; but ſo reſtleſs 


Illis flumbers ſoon, they can't continue long. 
1 come, diſpatch—.—-Here, Ie ſecur'd his 


dag 
0. 2 O Agnes ! Agnes ! if there be a hell, 
tis juſt 
We ſhould export it, 1 to 8515 the dagger, but 
„ 8 l, 
An. Nay, for ſhame, ſhake oft this panic, and 
be more yourſelt. | 
O. Vim. What's to be done? On what had we 
determin'd ? £ 
Agn. You're quite diſmay” 4. Ine 
[ Takes up the dagger s 
O. Wiln. Give me the fatal ſteel, 
is but a fingle murther, - 
Neceſſity, impatience, and deſpair, 
"The three wide mouths of that true Cerberus, 
(rim poverty, demand: they {hall be ſtopp'd. 
Ambition, perſecution, and revenge 
Devour their millions daily: And ſhall — 


But follow me, and ſee how little cauſe 


You had to think there was the leaſt remains 
Of manhood, pity, mercy, or remorſe 


Left in this ſavage breaſt, [ Gang the wrong ay 


Aon, Where do you go: 
"The Breet is that way. 


05 Wilmn, 
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0 ihn. True! I had forgot. 

Aan. Quite, quite confounded ! 

'6 iim. Well, I recover. OR 
hs mall find the way. 5 Exit. 


1 Agn. O ſoftly! ſoftly! 
; g The leaſt noiſe undoes us. 
till I fear him; 
No: now he ſeems determined- 


pauſe, 


That cowardly pauſe Eis reſolution fails —— 
Tis wiſely done to lift your eyes to heaven; 

Ihen did you pray before? I have no patience— | 
Ho he ſurveys him? What a look was chere! — 
low full of anguiſh, pity and remorſe 
—le'll never do it — Strike, or give it © er — 
No, he recovers— But that trembling arm. - 
2 May miſs its aim; and if he fails, we're loſt 
Tis done O! no! he lives, he ſtruggles yet. 
V. Wilm. O father? father! [In another room, 


Aon, Quick, repeat the blow. 


= f What pow'r ſhall I invoke to aid thee, Wilma. * 


Vet hold thy hand——Inconſtant, wretched 


woman! 


What! doth my heart coll ind bleed with him 
Whoſe murder it contrived —0 Wilmot ! Wil. 


mot ! 


Enter Charlot, Malis Puſtace, Randal, and ethers, 
Char. What ſtrange neglect! The doors are all 


unbarr'd, 


3 And not a living creature to be ſeen 


Enter old Wilmot and Agnes. 
Char. Sir, we are come to give and to recenve 


A thouſand greetings—Ha! what can this mean 
Why do you look with ſuch amazement on us! 

Are theſe your tranſports for your ſon's return? 

1 Where i is my Wilmu ?— Has he not been here? 


Woun 4 


. O | _ 
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Wou'd he defer your happineſs ſo long, 
Or cou'd a habit ſo diſguiſe your ſon, 

| That you refus'd to own him! 
Agn. Heard you that ?— | 
What prodigy of horror is diſcloſing, 55 

To render murder venial! | 
O. Wilm. Prithee, peace: 

The miſerable damn'd ſuſpend their howling, 
And the ſwift orbs are fixt in deep attention. 
F. Vilm. [Groans] Oh! oh! oh! OO 
Euſt. Sure that deep groan came from the inner 

room. 


| Rand. It did; and ſeem'd the voice of one e ex- 


piring. 
Merciful heaven; where will theſe terrors end? 
That is the dagger my young maſter wore; _ 
And ſee, his father's hands are ſtain'd with blood, 
| {Young Wilmot greans again. 
Ei. Another groan | Why do we itand to gaze 
On theſe dumb phantoms of deſpair and horror ? 
Let us ſearch farther: Randal, ſhew the way. 
Cher. This is the third time thoſe fantaſtic forms 
Have forc'd themſelves upon my mental eyes, 
And fleeping gave me more than waking pains. 
O you eternal pow'rs! if all your mercy 
To wretched mortals be not quite extinguiſh' d, 
And terrors only guard your awful thrones, 
Remove this dreadful viſton—Let me wake, 
Or fleep the fleep of death. 
{ Exeunt Charlot, Maria, Euſtace, Randal, Se. J 
O. Milm. Sleep thoſe who may; 
I know my lot is endleſs perturbation, : 
Agn. Let life forſake the earth, and light the fun, 
And "death and darkneſs bury in oblivion 
Mankind and all their deeds, that no poſterity 
= May ei ever riſe to hear our horrid ts TR " 
Or 


ler 
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6 Or view the grave of ſuch deteſted parricides, 


O. Wilm. Curſes and deprecations are in vain : 


Y The ſun will ſhine, and all things have their . 
When we, the curſe and burden of the earth, 

Shall be abſorb'd, and mingled with its duſt. 
Our guilt and deſolation muſt be told, 

From age to age, to teach deſponding a, 
How far beyond the reach of human thought 

"= Heaven, when incens'd, can puniſh—Die thou 
— firſt.” : | | | Stabs Agnes. 
3 1 dare not truſt thy weakneſs 


Agn. Ever kind, 


= But moſt in this. 


O. Wilm. I will not long ſurvive thee, 
Agn. Do not accuſe thy erring mother, mot / 


35 With too much rigour when we meet above, 
Rivers of tears, and ages ſpent in howling | 

Cou'd ne'er expreſs the anguiſh of my heart. 
Too give thee life for life, and blood for blood, 
Is not enough. Had I ten thouſand lives, 
I! d give them all to ſpeak my penitence 
Deep, and ſincere, and equal to my crime, ¶ Dies. | 
Enter Charlot led by Maria and Randal, Euſtace, 


and the reſt, 


_ Cher, Waden Deſpair! P11 never 8 ain 
Why have youforc'd me from my Wilmot's 0 

Let me return Unhand me Let me die. 
Patience, that till this moment ne'er forſook me, 
las took her flight, and my abandon' d mind, 
Kebellious to a lot ſo void of mercy, _ 
So unexpected, rages unto madneſs. ; 
3 ——0O thou! Who know'ſt our e who now & 


de? 


theſe woes 


1 Are more than human fortitude can ber 

1  O! take me, take me hence, ere I relapſe; 
Andi in diſtraction, with unhallow'd . 5 

. | Again 
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Again arraign your mercy—— _ [ Faints, 
£uſt. Unhappy maid ! This ſtrange event my 
ſtrength _ | 


Can ſcarce ſupport; no ö wonder thine ſhould fail. 
Hou ſhall I vent my grief? O Wilmot ! Wilmet 

Thou trueſt lover, and Thou beſt of friends, 
Are theſe the fruits of all thy anxious Cares 


For thy ungrateful parents? Cruel fiends! 


Jo uſe thee thus. To recompenſe with death 


Thy moſt uncquall'd duty and affection! 


85 O. alm. What wRung fool art thou, who 


would'ſt uſurp 


My ſovereign right of grief? Was he thy ſon | — 
Say! Canſt thou ſhew thy hands reeking with blood, 
That flow'd, thro' purer channels, from thy loins ! EM 

Eiuſt. Forbid i it heaven! that I ſhould know ſuch | : 


guilt : 


| Yet his fad fate 8 commiſeration. . 
O. Wilm. Compute the lands that bound the | 


{ſpacious ocean, 


And ſwell their number mith's a ſingle grain; 
ncreaſe the noiſe of thunder with thy voice; 
Or, when the raging wind lays nature waſte, 


Aſſiſt the tempeſt with thy feeble 3 
Add water to the ſea, and fire to Etna; 


But name not thy faint ſorrow with the anguiſn 
Of a curſt wretch who only hopes from this 
85 [Stabbing himſelf. 
To change the ſcene, but not relieve his pain. 
Rand. A dreadful inſtance of the laſt remorſe ! | 


May all your woes end here! 
. Hilm, O would they end 


© A thouſand ages hence, I then ſhould ſuffer 
M uch leſs than I deſerve. Yet let me ſay, 

| You'll do but juſtice to inform the world, 
This horrid deed, that puniſhes itſelf, 
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Was not intended as he was our ſon; 

For that we knew not, *till it was too late. 
Proud and impatient under our afflictions, 
While heaven was labouring to make us happy, 
We brought this dreadful ruin on ourſelves. 
Mankind may learn 


Rand. The moſt will not. 


Let us at leaſt be wiſer; 1 nor r complain 
Of heaven's myſterious ways, and awful reign: : 
By our bold cenſures we invade his throne 


Who made mankind, and governs but his own: 


Tho! youthful Wilmot s ſun be ſet e're noon, _ 


_ The 1 in virtue never r die too won. [ Exeunt, 
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-but——oh!: . Dies. 
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